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COP’S BEST FRIEND 


Cop. 
Best friend. 
Nothing more. 


We've been best friends since we were kids, but when he 
went off to high school a year before me he became the 
“older man” every younger woman was after. 


But he never chased them. All he was ever interested in was 
chasing bad guys, and now he’s living out his dream as a 
courageous cop in the big city. 


He’s part of the thin blue line between order and anarchy, 
And there’s been a thin line between us that we’ve managed 
to never cross...one that would put our friendship at risk 
forever. 


Not a chance. 
Not worth it. 


Until this perfect police officer stops me on the street late 
one night. 
| should have kept my lips shut... 


But instead all | could think about was putting them on the 
lips of my best friend, the charming, rock hard cop. 


But we're just friends, right? 
*Cop’s Best Friend is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Connor 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Sidewalk at your three o’clock,” | say 
as | ride shotgun in the patrol car. 


“No time right now,” Lieutenant Banks says from the driver’s 
seat. 


There’s always time for a distressed woman, especially on 
the sidewalk after dark. 


“Pull over, Lieutenant!” 


“You're out of line, Sergeant,” he says reminding me he 
outranks me. 


Ask me if | give a fuck. 


“Now” erupts from so deep within the pit of my stomach | 
Swear he jumps in his seat. 


And the patrol car slows as he guides it to the curb. 


I’ve got the door open and my black boots are putting 
pavement behind me quickly as | make my way towards her. 


A woman in need always gets my help, but this isn’t just any 
woman in need. 


“Fuck!” | say underneath my breath as | sprint to her. 


“Autumn. Autumn, talk to me. What’s wrong?” | ask as | 
take her shoulders in my grasp. 


“Connor,” she says, tears streaming down her face. “What 
are you doing here?” her speech is slurred. 


In all my years of knowing this girl I’ve never so much as 
seen her buzzed, so just the fact that she’s been drinking is 
enough to set off alarm bells. Big ones, and whoever caused 
this is gonna pay. 


Nobody fucks with my best friend in the entire world...the 
nicest girl on the face of the earth...and the girl I’d do 
anything for. 


“I'm here to help you, baby What’s wrong?” 


She looks up at me and sniffs. | feel a rage boiling inside me 
as | see the hurt on her face. 


| haven’t seen her like this since the time she told me about 
her parents being shot on the street during a botched 
robbery attempt when she was fourteen. It’s the only time 
she ever mentioned it because she doesn’t want anyone’s 
pity. She’s a damn fighter, stronger than most of the men | 
know and that goes for the guys on the force... and they’re 
no pushovers. 


“Sergeant, we have to go. Chief’s orders. 459 over at Big 
Dale’s Diamonds.” 


“Who cares about some damn diamonds,” | say. “Leave me.” 
“I can’t leave you. You’re my partner.” 


“Beat it, Lieutenant. l'Il settle this with the Chief tomorrow.” 


“Sergeant, get in the carn” he yells. 

| turn back at him and snarl. He purses his lips and shakes 
his head as he leans way over across the console and the 
passenger’s seat and pulls the door shut. 

At least he got the message | think to myself as he drives off. 
But | still haven’t got an answer from Autumn. 

“What did he look like?” 

She sobs again. 

“Where were you?” 

“At the bar,” she says. 

Finally Something | can work with. 

“Which bar?” 

“Over there,” she says pointing across the street. 

“The Oasis?” 

She nods vigorously. 

“What’s he look like?” | say as I look at the bar ready to go 
over there and tear the place to shreds, beating the shit out 


of anybody that so much as looks at me wrong. 


“He’s not there, Connor Don’t you get it?” 


| pause. No I don’t get it and it burns inside. I’ve known 
Autumn since the first day of preschool and at this point in 
our lives we can practically complete each other's sentences 
so when she tells me I don’t get it what it really means is | 
don’t understand and | haven't been listening. 


But | have been listening. We had coffee just yesterday and 
she was telling me about her problems with some guy she 
wants really bad. 


| was shocked as she never talks about guys. Never. 


And | was shocked at my reaction too, because | felt jealousy 
fill me. | felt myself squeezing the coffee cup so hard the 
ceramic handle broke right off. | could feel the tension in 
my body. It felt like | was bench pressing a mid-sized sedan 
or trying to lift a boulder off the ground, two impossible 
tasks but my muscles were giving their all and all | was 
doing was just sitting there... fuming. 


Getting more and more angry. 


First at her for finally meeting a guy after all these years. 
Then | wised up and got disgusted at myself’ Why should | 
be mad at her? What did | expect? That a twenty-seven 
year old woman doesn’t want to meet a man one day? That 
we can just keep going on like this...as friends forever? That 
my friendship with her wasn’t going to stand in the way of 
her meeting someone special. 


More special than me? Bullshit. 


| was the one for her and my six foot five inch frame let 
everyone that so much as tried to talk to her know it. Alla 
guy had to do was look in her direction and sure enough 
he’d see me right there... every time. 


| was always by her side. We were inseparable, and that 
includes dating... which neither of us ever does. 


Who needs to date when your best friend is the only person 
you ever want to be with. 


But as | sat there yesterday the rage hit me again, 
wondering why | just don’t go for it one of these days. Just 
tell her how | feel. Just kiss her for Pete’s sake. 


We'd been close before but we’d never crossed that line. It’s 
too big a risk. No way I was going to try something with her 

and mess it all up, lose the only thing that | really cherish in 

this world. 


Because we’re the same. That’s why we were best friends 
since the moment we met. 


My parents were also killed in a botched robbery attempt. 
And just like Bruce Wayne as a kid in Batman | knew right 
then | wanted to fight crime. | worked my ass off to earn the 
uniform of the LA PD., and fight crime the right way. 


And tomorrow | was going to get an earful why I didn’t do 
exactly that. 


How | abandoned my partner. 

How | disrespected a superior partner. 

How | basically lost my freaking mind. 

But the only mind that matters right now is hers, and it’s 


obviously going a million miles a minute as she tries to 
process what just happened. 


| know all about this. We’ve studied it a million times. She’s 
having trauma after some incident. | need to get what 
information | can to do what | need to do, whether that 
involves staying on the right side of the law or not. 


Because when it comes to your best friend in life you do 
what you've got to do...no questions asked. 


But just like Al Pacino said in the Godfather, a movie we 
must have watched together hundreds of times before on 
my couch, “Don’t ever take sides, with anyone, against the 
family” And whoever just crossed her took a side against 
me whether they know it or not. 

Because she’s family. She’s all | got. And whoever wronged 
her is gonna have nothing when I’m done with them, 
especially if it was some grabby prick on a first date. 

l'Il rip his fuckin’ fingers off. 


“I'm sorry. I’m sorry | don’t get it...that | don’t understand, 
but can you tell me...tell me where he went?” 


She shakes her head as if she’s just as frustrated as the 
Lieutenant. 


She looks down at my boots on the sidewalk and then looks 
up at me. 


“He’s here.” 
“Where? Show me. Now,” I say ready to get revenge for her. 


“You can’t see him can you?” 


My eyes shoot left and right scanning the area. Nothing. 
“Autumn, you’ve got to tell me. Where is he?” 

She sobs again. 

“Is it that guy you were talking about?” 

She nods her head profusely. “Yes!” 

“What did he do? Did he break your heart? That son of a...” 
“Yes!” 


“Just tell me his name and l'Il pay him a visit he’ll never 
forget.” 


Now | know I’m close and | can really feel the hate boil 
through me. 


She just looks at me with a confused look... probably similar 
to the confused look | give her in return. 


“Con...er,” she says. 


That’s weird. “Same as mine?” | ask pointing my finger back 
at my chest. 


“Don’t you get it? It’s not the sameas you. It /s you, you 
big idiot,” she says pounding on my chest with her fists 
before she melts in my arms. 


| catch her with my hands as | hold her, standing there 
stunned. 


CHAPTER 2 


Autumn 
Three hours earlier 


“I’m sorry, ma’am, but I’ve got to cut you off,” the bartender 
says. 


“It’s miss! Cause he doesn’t want me,” I slur back at him. 
His cheeks puff up and then he exhales as he goes to the 
other end of the bar so he can pretend to wash glasses. | 
know what he’s doing over there. He’s not fooling me. 
But how can I blame him? 


He doesn’t want to hear my sob story... again. 


I’ve been telling him about it nonstop like a broken record 
since | walked in here. 


Heck, | tried to tell Connor yesterday, but despite all the 
winks and nudges and hints, it just went over his head. 


What are we doing, Connor and I? 
We don’t have one of those secret pacts where if one of us is 
single at thirty then we decide to get married or something 


like that..because we don’t need it. 


We are so meant for each other that it’s the most obvious 
thing in the world. 


| don’t even think about other guys and he never so much as 
mentions other girls. At first | thought it was just an 
unspoken thing, but now | know there were no other guys or 
girls. 


But one of us has to step forward and be brave. 
One of us has to risk everything. 
And that’s gonna be...me, right after | sober up. 


| stumble out of the bar and nobody so much as helps me 
with the door, which seems even heavier than normal. 


That’s the problem these days. No gentleman. 


I’m all about girl power, but jeez guys, you can still get a 
door for a lady once in awhile... especially when you’re 
exiting at the same time. Nobody likes a door slammed in 
their face. 


But that’s beside the point. Young guys are just too... 
young. Too immature. | mean come on, | just saw a video 
the other day where you can buy a clip-on man bun. A clip- 
on man bun! And it had almost twenty million views 
already. For nine dollars you can look more like a woman 
with her hair tied up, and just as with everything that comes 
to guys these days it’s not even real. 


| swear guys are getting worse than girls. And after the 
whole makeup for men thing catches on in the west like it’s 
already catching on in Korea... forget about it? 


There will be no guys left, only soy boys. 


But not him. Not my Connor. 


| giggle and a burp escapes me. “Whoops!” | announce to 
the night. “Somebody’s tipsy!” 


| stumble down the sidewalk laughing at myself. My 
Connor? Yeah right. 


Yeah we've snuggled on the couch more times than | can 
count, but whenever | turn around to check him out hoping 
that maybe tonight will fiiinaly be the night, he’s passed 
out. 


But | can’t blame him. He works those twenty-four hour 
shifts down at the station, or more accurately on patrol. It 
must be tiring. There isn’t enough coffee in the world that 
could keep me going like he does for that long. 


And oh how I've imagined him going long and strong when it 
comes to my fantasies. 


His big, thick muscles over the top of me as I’m lying down 
on my back on my bed. Or maybe even having a little fun 
with those big, thick, handcuffs he’s got. Then again they 
look painful. I think some pink fuzzy ones would be a lot 
more appropriate. 


But what would be most appropriate is if one of us just 
finally came out and said something. 


Somebody needs to confess what they're really feeling to 
the other person before it’s too late. At this rate we'll still be 
playing this mating dance when we're eighty at some 
seniors bingo or bridge night. 


| can’t wait that long. I’m already twenty-seven and I’m not 
getting any younger. I| see the crows feet starting to appear 
out of the corner of my eye and | notice when | eat a 
cupcake it seems to stay with me a little longer than it used 
to. 


And it’s not that I’m trying to get Connor before things get 
even worse, | mean he’s the one who introduced me to that 
Cupcake spot anyways. And what’s up with the pastry 
person pulling out two heart shaped cupcakes from the tray 
for us? Of all the cupcakes he picks those two? 


Coincidence? | think not. 

And | can’t think about anything but him. | just wish he was 
here now so | could tell him. This liquid courage has finally 
made me brave enough but there’s no way his patrol car 
would be in this part of town. LA. is too big to start with 
and... wait, is that a cop car? 

| hear the unmistakable sound of boots on the ground 
behind me and prepare to get a ticket for being drunk in 
public... or worse. 


Great, now they’re going to take me down to the station and 
Connor is going to get to see how big of a mess | really am. 


But wait? That’s not...it can’t be. 
Oh my god it is! 


“Screw it!” | slur to myself No more messing around. I’m 
coming out with it right here and right now 


I’m his and he’s mine and we both know it. 


All we need now is one of us to Say it, and dammit it’s gonna 
be me 


CHAPTER 3 


Connor 
The next morning 
“Do you find this amusing, Sergeant?” the Chief asks me. 
“No sir” 


“Then why don’t you wipe that grin off your face right now, 
dammit!” 


“Yes sir,” | say trying my best to follow orders, but | know I’m 
still failing. 


The Chief goes on for about a solid ten more minutes about 
how many rules and codes of conduct I broke. He’s reciting 
the numbers of the codes that I’m in violation of, and the 
amount of numbers gets so long | feel like he’s turned into a 
math teacher, but school’s not in session. 


Because since that first time we met way back in school has 
one of us ever said what Autumn said to me last tonight, and 
that’s all | can think about. 


All | can hear are the words playing back in my head. 
“It fs you,” she said. Yeah she called me a big idiot too, but | 


deserved that. Deserved it for all the years | wasted not just 
scooping her up in my arms and making her mine. 


But | didn’t want to be the douchebag that crossed the line, 
that violated her trust. She trusts me like no one else and if 
she ever thought | was only in it for an ulterior motive I'd 
feel so disgusted and | know she would too. 


Trust is everything. They preach it day and night down here 
at the station and | lost the trust of my partner Banks during 
the patrol. 

And as much as that’s terrible, and it’s going to bea 
problem that l'Il have to fight like hell to solve, | gained 
another kind of trust in the process. 

And was it ever worth it. 


She trusted me with her deepest secret, more personal than 
any other that came before it. 


And it’s my deepest secret too. 
But not anymore. 


But there is one thing that’s still on my mind. One thing 
that’s lingering. 


She was drunk. 

And people say all kinds of things when they’re drunk... 
sometimes they’re things they don’t mean and sometimes 
they’re things they do mean but never had the courage to 
say before. 


And there’s only one way to find out. 


And as soon as the chief is satisfied that he’s reamed me out 
completely and I’m dismissed from my twenty-four hour shift 


I’m going to go find out for myself 


CHAPTER 4 


Autumn 


There’s a pounding on my door to match the one that’s 
inside my head. 


| roll over in bed and look at the clock. Fifteen minutes after 
eight. 


Connor got off at eight so that gives him fifteen minutes to 
have made his way over here. 


But why am I even calculating? 
It’s him. It’s always him. 
Who else would it be? 


It’s not like | have dates or other guys coming by. And I was 
an only child so that rules out brothers and sisters. 


| fling my body sideways and put my feet on the floor and 
my entire body falls sideways right back onto the bed. 


So much for balance. 

| hear my phone ring on the nightstand and | reach for it, 
missing it the first time. Did my phone just move? Or 
maybe it was the fact that everything is still spinning. | 
don’t know why people drink alcohol. This is terrible. 


Three grabs later and | manage to get a hold of my phone. 


“Connor,” | say picking it up. 
“Are you still drunk?” 
“Drunk? Me. Never did you know that when me?” 


“Oh my god, you’re not even forming complete sentences. 
You sound like Yoda or something.” 


“Who's Yoda? I'll kick her ass!” 


“The little old green guy from Star Wars. Hey, I'm putting 
my key in the lock and coming in now.” 


“No! You can’t.” 

“Why?” 

“Because there was an earthquake last night and 
everything’s a mess,” | say looking around at my perfectly 
organized room thanks to my OCDness. 

“An earthquake, huh? Funny, | didn’t see that on the news.” 
“Wait, just come back later Okay?” 

“You sure?” 

“Positive,” | say. 

“Okay.” 

| click the red button on the phone and immediately drift off 


back to sleep. | can only imagine how loud I’m snoring right 
now. 


CHAPTER 5 


Connor 


| pull the shoebox from my closet and sit on the old wooden 
chair next to my bed. 


| flip off the lid and pull out the pictures. 


| still remember when | had them developed. Yeah, I’m old 
school. | wanted the anticipation of not Knowing what | was 
going to get from our little disposable holiday camera... or 
should | say cameras. 


We've taken so many vacations together over the years. 


| pull out that picture of us riding donkeys down to the 

bottom of the Grand Canyon. She’s leaning back in the 
saddle with her hat in her hand held high laughing her 
gorgeous ass Off. 


And look at me. I’m way too big for that poor donkey. What 
was | thinking? 


| was thinking how much fun it would be to have another 
adventure with her, that’s what | was thinking. 


And here we are at Niagara Falls. It’s the most popular 
honeymoon destination in the entire United States and we 
went there as friends? What was wrong with us? 


| still remember the guy looking at us like we were hiding 
something when we rented the room. Every other couple in 


that place was on honeymoon. He must have thought we 
were some cheating couple trying to blend in. 


But there’s on thing about Autumn...she never blends in. 
She stands out to me always. She’s a one of a kind in every 
sense of the word. 


But cheating, we were because we were cheating ourselves. 


Yeah, we had a great time at Niagara Falls, and the Grand 
Canyon, and Miami, and Chicago, and snowboarding 
Whistler, and riding the London Eye, but think how much 
more fun we could of had if we had done it as a proper 
couple. 


And not just between the sheets although the thought of 
being inside her has crossed my mind more than about a 
million times by this point. 


All those times when we laughed and enjoyed a moment 
that could have been followed up with the sweet taste of her 
lips on mine. 


| may be a big guy, and a bruiser when I’ve got the uniform 
on, but when it comes to her I’m a helpless romantic. 


That’s why | always invested my paychecks into holidays for 
us. | mean I never even went on a single trip with the guy 
on the force. Okay, there was that one trip to Cabo to go 
fishing, but | took an early flight home after a couple of 
days. All they wanted to do was drink beer and look at girls’ 
asses from their sun chairs on the beach. 


No thanks. The only woman I ever had eyes for is her 


And it will be that way forever 


| carefully put the pictures back inside the box and go to 
that place in my closet for the other box. 


It’s time 


CHAPTER 6 


Autumn 
Three days later 


So it takes longer to recover from your first hangover than | 
expected. | lost the entire weekend in bed and | had to 
insist to Connor that he couldn’t come over. The last thing | 
needed was for the guy | just made a confession about my 
true feelings to see me puking my brains out all weekend. 


Uh, not cute. Not at all. 


And then when I was ready he had a shift he had to work, so 
now three days have passed. 


Three days for me to consider what happened. To re- 
evaluate everything. To play back that moment in my mind, 
as best as | can remember it. 


But even with the alcohol inside my stomach, and pretty 
much the rest of me, | can still form a clear picture of the 
moment I told him, “It /s you.” 


Because I’ve been waiting to tell him that since the day we 
met. 


| may have gone a little harsh on the follow-up. It’s the first 
time | called him a name, ever, but | was just so frustrated. 
Years of pent up emotions will do that to you. 


And something tells me tonight is going to be an emotional 
one too. 


The UPS guy showed up this morning with a big box at my 
place of work I wasn’t sure if | should open it in front of all 
my other co-workers, but they insisted. | think the girls in 
my office were almost as excited to see what was inside as | 
was. 


| never told them about my feelings for Connor. | feel like 
that’s our personal thing and something | want to keep 
private. 


But they know we spend a lot of time together and they 
must know that there were some feelings there. And by 
some, they probably know there are a lot. 


| just wonder what feeling he’s going to make me feel now as 
| carefully slide the scissors along the folds in the lid of the 
box, cutting through the brown tape. 

But | find another box inside. And this isn’t a brown UPS 

box. This is a fancy black box and it’s almost as big as the 
one inside. 


| hear a chorus of “Ooohs!” and “Aaaahs!” behind me as | 
stare at that box. It’s beautiful and extravagant. 


And | know there’s going to something worthy of the box 
inside. 


And when | lift off the lid | feel my hands shake. 


“Oh my,” my boss behind me says. 


“It’s beautiful,” the young woman who just got married and 
sits at the desk next to me adds. 


And they’re both right. 

It’s the perfect black dress with a note on top that says... 
Pick you up at seven 

Tonight everything changes 


Forever 


CHAPTER 7 


Connor 


| can literally feel my pulse in my neck as I pull up to her 
place...my heart is beating that fast and that hard. 


I’m expecting to go up to her door to greet her there, but 
there’s no need. She’s already standing out front in the 
black dress | picked out for her. 


| knew that she’d make that dress look great when | 
visualized her wearing it in my mind before | got it, but... 
wow, she’s taken it to a whole other level. 


Her hands are clasped across her midsection and she’s 
smiling at me shyly. Her dress may be black, but she looks 
so innocent and pure in the moonlight. 


“You look incredible,” | say. 


“So do you,” she says looking me up and down in my new 
suit which | also got for the occasion. 


Tonight is all about her and her beauty, and one of the 
reasons | bought that dress. Then it hit me that if | was 
going to love looking at her in that dress so much it stands 
to reason she'd enjoy looking at me “wrapped up” as well, so 
| bought a “wrapper” for myself...in the form of this dark, 
light wool suit. 


“May I?” | ask offering her my arm. 


“You may. Thank you.” 

We've made contact thousands of times over the years and | 
always get a tingling sensation whenever my skin touches 
hers. Tonight is no different in that regard, except tonight 
that tingling sensation is magnified exponentially. 

It’s because | know tonight’s the night, and she knows it too. 
| help her into my Jeep and off we go. 

“Can | ask where we’re going?” she says with baited breath. 
“You can,” I say. | can’t help but smile seeing how excited 
she is and it’s got my pants stretching as my desire for her 


elongates and thickens. 


“Okay,” she says before laughing alittle “Where are we 
going?” 


“Sorry Can’t tell you.” 

“But you said | could ask,” she pleads. 

“Yes | did, and you did.” 

“Well then?” 

“| never said I’d give you a straight answer.” 
“So it’s a surprise, huh?” 


“Kind of,” | say motioning with my eyes towards the exit for 
Los Angeles International Airport or LAX as it’s known. 


“The airport?” 


“Maaaaaybe.” 

“Conner, | have to be at work in the morning.” 

“Did your boss act surprised when your package arrived?” 
“Huh?” 

“Sandy. Did she look surprised?” 

“Um. Yeah, we all did. Wait? What did you...did she know?” 


“Let’s just say she already cleared your absence for 
tomorrow.” 


“You spoke with her? You told her?” 


“All I told her was that a package was arriving and to be 
expecting it. And that you’d need a day off tomorrow.” 


“So she doesn’t know what you have planned?” 
“Not a chance. This is our secret.” 


“Another secret between us?” she says giving me a teasing 
look. 


“But this secret goes with the other secret...the one that’s 
not so secret anymore.” 


“So that’s what this is about?” 
“This is about me loving you forever and always, and more 


than just friends. And tonight is about starting the next 
chapter in our book together.” 


“Can | tell you something?” she asks as | offer her my hand. 
Her small hand fits nicely right in mine but this time she 
isn’t holding my hand like she did all those times when we 
watched scary movies, or when she needed me to lift her up 
when we went hiking or any of those friendly ways. This is 
different. This is a deeper...more complete... more of a 
togetherness that’s a lot more than friendship. 

“You can tell me anything. You know that.” 


“Your choice of words? The next chapter in our book 
together.” 


“Yes,” 

“I've been keeping a scrapbook all these years.” 
“A scrapbook.” 

“Well it’s technically a scrapbook for every year.” 
“Every year?” 

“And they're all full.” 


“That’s amazing. | can’t wait to see them... if you choose to 
share them with me.” 


“I've shared everything with you always, except for that. 
And now I’ve shared that.” 


“Everything?” I ask. 


“Okay, maybe one other thing | haven’t shared with you... or 
anyone for that matter” 


“You better not have.” 

“You either” she says. 

“You know I haven’t.” 

“I know,” she says bringing our hands to her face. Even the 
back of my hand on her cheek can sense just how delicate 


and soft her skin is. 


Less than ten minutes later we’re pulling up to LAX and 
headed straight towards the private terminal. 


“The private terminal?” 
“Let’s just say it’s good being a cop.” 


“But being a cop doesn’t mean you get access to the private 
terminal does it? You’re off duty.” 


“I’m never exactly off duty, and you're right... it doesn’t give 
us access to that. But it gives us access to police force 
veterans and guys on the force like doing things, living life, 
and they have a special set of skills.” 

“You sound like the trailer to the movie Taken,” she laughs. 


“Well taking is what we're going to be doing...as in taking a 
ride in a way | Know you never have before.” 


“I've flown before. A bunch of times. You’ve sat next to me.” 


“You've flown in commercial aircraft,” | say as | slow our car 
to a stop. “But this is different.” 


| look at the helicopter in front of us and the pilot, a cop from 
our station who recently retired, motions for us to hurry. 


We're on a tight schedule tonight. | should know. | planned 
it. 


We've spent a lot of nights together before, and they were 
all special. 


And that means | have a responsibility tonight. 
To make this one more special than all the others. 


And that starts now. 


CHAPTER 8 


Autumn 


| feel like a girl from a James Bond movie when we move 

swiftly towards the helicopter My hair is blowing and my 
makeup is probably getting messed up, but | don’t really 
care. 


This is an experience and experiences are more memorable 
than anything else in the world when I have them with him. 


We get inside and get buckled in and get the headset thing 
on. 


“Can you hear me back there, everybody?” 

“Copy that,” Connor says. 

“Copy that,” | say repeating what Connor said. 

It hits me that a few days ago we were watching some action 
movie on Connor’s couch...as two single people. And today 
we're living it...as a couple. 


Or at least | sure think, and hope, that’s the point of all this. 


| guess it hasn’t been completely confirmed yet, but he sure 
seems to be confirming it with his actions. 


“Here we go!” the pilot says and | feel my stomach in my 
throat as we ascend quickly. 


“Your car,” | say pointing at the object we were just in which 
is quickly becoming no bigger than a speck. 


“Someone will take care of it,” Connor says. 
“Someone?” 
“They've got people down there,” he says. 


“They've got people, but all you need in this life is one 
person,” | say. 


“And you're my person,” he says and | feel his hand take 
mine and squeeze gently as he looks into my eyes. 


| feel the adrenaline from everything happening so quickly 
and this whole experience is one big rush, and | can’t lie... 
knowing already that | don’t have to be at work tomorrow 
makes it that much more enjoyable. 


But I think my enjoyment level is about to peak before the 
helicopter reaches the peak of its ascent. 


Connor leans toward me and | feel the pull, my body leaning 
in to him. 


Even with the wind swirling, these goofy headsets on, and 
the fact that we’re flying over the city of Los Angeles with 
the doors of a helicopter wide open I’m still focused on one 
thing and one thing only. 

Him. 


Or more accurately his lips. 


As they move closer to me until | can feel the heat of his 
breath and then at the same time we close the last of the 
gap between each other and after years and years of 
friendship our lips finally meet and | feel a wave of emotion 
rush over me. 


Things will never be the same. There’s no going back now 
But as much as this could have happened long ago, it’s the 
past that we have together...the history... that will guarantee 
our future. 

A very long future together. 


| can tell by everything he’s done, and we've done, together 
up to this point. 


And his kiss is the guarantee on top. 


CHAPTER 9 


Autumn 


The clock strikes eleven p.m. as we raise our glasses to toast 
from the fortieth floor open air sky deck at the Loews 
Regency hotel in San Francisco. 


In a word it’s... breathtaking. 


It took us over three hours to get here as we had to stop and 
refuel half way up, not that I’m complaining on bit. It’s hard 
to believe we were in the air so long considering | had the 
view of the coastline to my left and a view of my man to my 
right. 


In a word, it was absolutely perfect. 


And we were able to land the helicopter on top of a building 
in the financial district where the Loews Regency is located. 
They didn’t have a helipad on top, but we took the elevator 
down, walked half a city block and were quickly up to the 
hotel, which occupies the top eleven floors of a forty-eight 
story office tower, just five blocks from the Embarcadero 
waterfront. 


“The wait makes it all the more worth it,” Connor says 
holding his Remy Martin Louis XIII cognac glass to mine. 


“Cheers to that,” | say. 


The waiter told us the hotel is only one of two places in San 
Francisco that serve the cognac, which is aged at least forty 


years and often up to one hundred years. The aging process 
seemed about right considering how slowly we took things 
as a couple. 


And | didn’t mean to but | accidentally saw the price on the 
menu. At three hundred dollars a glass I’m sure hoping it 
tastes good. 


And for someone who doesn’t drink much, and whose last 
experience was a disaster turned perfection that led to this 
night, the Remy Martin tastes amazing. 


But nothing compares to the taste of it on his lips when he 
leans over and kisses me again. 


| still can’t get used to the feeling of us being together and 
kissing. Being together is normal for us...the kissing is a 
new thing entirely and it just makes everything so much 
more... perfect. 


“Your steaks,” the waiter says, having brought them up from 
The Bear and Monarch restaurant and bar Apparently 
Connor had arranged something so we could eat on the sky 
deck instead of the restaurant. 


Yes, he really did plan out everything. We're eating a late 
dinner in San Francisco with encompassing views of the 
Golden Gate Bridge, Alcatraz Island, The Transamerica 
Tower, and the mountains of Marin county. 


And as | dig into my mouth watering fillet | experience an 
immediate foodgasm | can only wonder what he has planned 
out for another kind of gasm later. 


CHAPTER 10 


Connor 
This evening has been perfect. Or should | say morning? 


It’s already past one a.m. and we're still on the fortieth floor 
taking in the fresh air and enjoying the view, and most 
importantly each other. 


I’ve held her tight so many times in my life, so many times 
under the stars when we went camping or just out late 
somewhere, but this takes the cake. 


San Francisco may be in California, which most people 
equate to sun and sand, but as Mark Twain once said, “The 
coldest winter | ever spent was a summer in San Francisco.” 


It’s not quite that cold, and the alcohol we had earlier 
helped, but it’s getting chilly. 


Not that either of us feel it. 
| feel warmth in my face and even warmer in my pants. 


I’ve been trying to hold her in a romantic way all evening, 
and doing so requires me to keep my rock hard cock at bay. 
The alcohol we’ve had hasn’t reduced my length or girth 
when it comes to my desire for her. 


And | know the way her nipples are poking through both her 
bra and dress that her desire is just as strong. This isn’t the 
wind that’s making her nipples pebble. 


And it’s clear from all our laughs and outward displays of our 
physical desire that it’s time. And the looks on the wait 
staff, who are ready to get home, only amplify what it’s time 
to do. 


“Ready to see the room?” | ask. 
“I’m more than ready. Are you ready to see... me?” 
“I've been waiting my whole life.” 


And with that we stand and hurry to the elevators. The 
minute the door opens we're all over each other, our mouths 
hungry with desire as we kiss each other ravenously, our lips 
parting and our tongues exploring. 


God she tastes so good, and when | hear her moan as | hold 
her in my grasp it causes my cock to twitch in my pants and 
make contact with the fabric of her dress, causing her to 
moan a second time. 


| swear my cock’s up above my belt line and the head is 
even with my belly button. | already know the tip is covered 
in pre-come and if this wasn’t our first time, and this city 
wasn’t full of cameras, I’d already be inside her. 


But she deserves so much more than just my lust right now. 
And this first time needs to be special not only for her, but 
for me too. 


The elevator doors open and we're slow to recognize it, and 
even slower to get out as it tries to close on my back a 
number of times before we finally stumble into the hallway 
as | dig frantically into my pocket for the keycard. 


| find it and we enter the room, the second | hear the door 
latch my hand latches onto her ass and she throws her 
hands against the wall with a slapping sound as she presses 
her globes into my grasp as | rub my hand on her ass 
admiring its shape. 


| reach for my belt undoing the buckle, but before I’ve even 
got it off she’s spun around and pulling the leather through 
the loops in my pants. 


| want her so bad right now and it’s just as clear that she 
wants me with a ferocity that matches my own. 


CHAPTER 11 


Autumn 


| jerk his belt off and toss it to the side, hearing it hit the 
floor to ceiling window at the other side of the bedroom. 


But | have no interest in the panoramic view of one of the 
world’s most iconic cities right now. The only view | want is 
right in front of me, and when I grab his pants and yank 
them down to his ankles I’m that much closer 

“Slow down,” he says. “You deserve romance.” 


But we race to get out of our clothes. 


“We've been in a constant state of foreplay for over a 
decade.” 


“More like two,” he says. 

“All the more reason.” 

His hand reaches for mine to stop me, but I’m too quick, 
unhooking my bra and quickly moving for my white 
matching panties. 

His underwear comes down and his cock springs up 
bouncing like a pole vaulter’s stick and then standing 


straight at attention. 


Good lord, it is higher than his belly button. 


| take a step toward him and jump into his arms. 

He catches me without thinking and my mouth kisses his 
right on the lips as it’s apparent the best dessert in this 
hotel isn’t the one on the menu. 

| reach down and around my legs and feel for his hardness, 
finding it and pressing it against my opening as he carries 
me over to the bed, my legs wrapped behind him. 

Seconds later | feel my back down on the bed. 

“Rose petals,” | say in between gasps as he kisses my neck 
down the side, back up again, and then teases my earlobe 
as | grab his shoulders, my nails digging in. 

“What can I say,” he says between kisses. “I’m a romantic.” 
“Me too, but | need the beast inside you.” 

“You're not ready for that.” 

“I want you unleashed, unbridled, unrestrained.” 

“I'm trying my best to avoid that,” he says as his lips come 
off my breast and then find my cleavage kissing over to my 
nipple, taking it in-between his lips before flicking it with his 
tongue. 

“Oh fuck,” | say and my hands slide down his arms and | 
clench his massive forearms feeling them flex as they 


support his weight as he’s leaning forward on top of me. 


“| need you, Conner.” 


“You're mine, Autumn and | need you too, but | want this 
first time to last. I’m practically ready to explode right now, 
just from the touch of your bare skin...the smell of your 
pheromones from the light coat of anticipatory sweat that 
covers you.” 


“Fuck me, Conner.” 


A deep guttural sound comes from his throat as his mouth 
clamps onto my breast before pulling away, causing a 
popping sound. 


| look up at him and see he was right...he has the hunger of 
a caged beast. It’s like I’ve never seen him before, like a 
switch has flipped. 


“That is what | want.” 


“Uhhh!” he moans. “You're mine now. You always were mine 
and now there’s no going back. You understand me?” 


“Yes,” | whimper as | come up on my elbows and scoot back 
on the sheets turned on by his aggression. 


He breathes in deep through his nostrils causing them to 
flare before exhaling hard through his mouth and the vein in 
his shoulder that runs across his bicep and down his arm 
flares, pumping blood like never before. 


And I can feel my wetness sliding down my leg and finding 
the bed and he hasn’t even entered me yet. 


“First...,” he says, looking at my femininity... “I need to taste 
you.” 


And with that he dives face first into my lap grabbing me by 
the hips bringing my middle up to his lips like my hip bones 
form a bowl and he’s here to drink to the last drop. 


He kisses me right on my pussy and breathes in again, 
turning his head to the side to exhale equally as hard as the 
way he breathed me in. 


And then he sucks in my scent again...and again. 


“Fuck you smell like the sweetest flower in the springtime. 
Like the ultimate woman. My woman!” he says and his lips 
find my pussy again, but this time there will be no kissing as 
his tongue flips up like my opening is a switch and he’s 
turning me on... but we're way past that as | grab the sheets 
in my balled up fists and my hips buck as his tongue rides 
my movement, only matched by his own forward and back 
movements of his face as he licks me and his chin bone 
finds my pubic bone on each follow through grinding my clit 
causing my arms to spasm and my toes to curl. 


“Conner” | yell. 
“Say my name!” 
“Oh Connor Fuck!” 


His tongue dives deep opening me and | cry out as my walls 
squeeze around him and a rush flows through the inside of 
me before a typhoon explodes from me right into his face as 
| feel his tongue pull back and his mouth open around my 
opening like a valve taking everything | have to offer, and 
oh do! have a lot. 


| feel my head spin as his hand slides around behind me 
grabbing my ass hard before he flips me over in one motion 


and my middle finds my wetness on the sheet, but not from 
my climax...he swallowed that in its entirety. 


| feel my bare skin dragging across the sheets and my 
middle comes up as he throws me across his lap as his hand 
comes down hard on my ass. 


“This is for making me wait all these years to taste you,” he 
says as he slaps me again, and | feel the heat of his fingers 
and his palm. 


The stinging sensation ricochets through my ass, causing 
my ass to ripple like the sea as the hurt, that is so welcomed 
and good, moves through me right back to my pussy. 


Does everything he do right now have a direct line to my 
pussy? Unreal. 


He spanks me again and again as | hold my breath before 
feeling his hand on the back of my neck as he moves my 
hair to the side. 


As he spanks me again he leaves his hand there and leans 
forward and kisses me right where my neck meets my 
shoulders and it sends a chill from the top of my spinal 
column all the way to the bottom and then to my ass which 
he playfully backhands this time before coming down again 
with his palm open and palming my globe hard, his 
fingernails digging into my ass meat. 


But suddenly the incredible sensation of his hand on my ass 
isn’t the one | notice most as his other hand slides around 
from the back of my neck and finds the underside of my jaw 
lifting it slightly, supporting it, but stretching it at the same 
time as he applies the slightest of pressure increasing my 
euphoria. 


“Oh my god, yes,” | mumble as | close my eyes and take in 
the entirety of this experience. 


His fingers move around my neck more like a massage as he 
continues to redden my ass as my hamstrings flex and my 
feet rise causing him to change the angle of his hand which 
picks up it’s pace on my backside. 


Before suddenly | feel myself being picked up like a rag doll 
as my knees find the bed along with my palms. 


“You wanted the animal?” 
“Yes,” | whimper. 
“Then that’s exactly what you'll get.” 


| feel his hips against my ass as the head of his cock slide 
through my folds. 


“Who do you belong to?” 


“You. I’m yours,” | say and years of pent up sexual 
frustration, juvenile flirting, miscommunication, secrets, and 
pent up desire come to an end as he enters me slowly 
opening my walls in a way his mouth, and my fantasies, 
could only dream of. 


He pulls back slightly and | moan out. “No!” 


“I’m not going anywhere, beautiful. Now that I’ve got you 
I’ve got you forever.” 


| realize | missed him the minute my body sensed him 
dragging back out through my walls. He wasn’t leaving me, 


it was only the thought of it which triggered my fear of loss, 
but l'Il never lose him because I’m not letting him get away. 


| reach around behind me grabbing his hips just in time to 
feel them flex before they slide forward as he enters me 
slightly deeper than before. 


My head jets forward and my mouth opens but no sound 
comes out until he slides backwards again allowing me to 
exhale. 


“Don’t hold your breath. You'll pass out.” 


“I've been holding my breath waiting for this my entire life. 
A few more seconds won’t matter.” 


“Listen to me,” he says his hand coming around underneath 
my chin again, but this time his lips are just inches from my 
ear. 


“You mean everything to me. You know that now with 
absolutely certainty No more playing around. No more gray 
area,” he says, his cock still inside me. “You’re mine and 
that means forever And it’s my job to protect you and keep 
you Safe, just like it always was. Now listen to me... please. 
Breathe. You have to.” 


“Okay,” I say softly “Okay,” | repeat even softer. 


The thought of finally having someone to really look after 
me is heartwarming, but now is not the time for that...and 
he gets it as he slide back in and out of me witha 
quickening pace as he leans back, his hands finding my hips 
and before long he’s moving my midsection forward and 
back as he’s practically sliding me forward and backward on 
his rod horizontally. 


My hair goes everywhere wildly as I try and bury my head in 
a pillow to muffle the scream that | know is coming and to 
position my body so | can move my ass even higher in the 
air so he can change the angle getting even deeper, but 
when he finds my spot all thoughts about everything are 
gone and | just enjoy the ride. 


Until. 
“Oh fuck. | can’t hang on. | can’t. I’m gonna.” 


| feel his hips slam into me again and his balls slap my ass 
from behind and then he pulls back and repeats it, but this 
time there’s no feeling of his balls as | know they’ve pulled 
up and what’s happening next is... 


“Fuck!” he yells as he unloads his warm gift inside me as my 
neck spasms, my mouth opens, and then | bite down hard on 
my lower lip just before | follow his release with one of my 
own. 


“Oh fuck!” he moans in-between attempts to catch his 
breath as he feels my walls tighten and then | explode on 
him again. 


He continues to climax in waves until finally his hands go 
limp on my sides and he falls sideways taking me with him, 
his cock still buried deep inside me. 


We say nothing, instead just lying there as “Big Spoon” as | 
like to call him, cuddles “Little Spoon.” 


But this time we’re not on the couch at his place. We're 
taking advantage of that floor to ceiling view of San 


Francisco as his cock remains inside me, not even coming 
close to moving toward a flaccid state. 


“You feel like you're still ready,” | say after what seems like 
ten minutes of watching the clouds roll in over the Golden 
Gate Bridge. It’s like a postcard, but live and in real time. 


“I'm always ready for you,” he says. “But this time I’m going 
to make love to you, because that’s how | feel and that’s 
what you deserve.” 


“| wanted exactly what | got and l'Il never forget it... but yes. 
| want your love.” 


“You've got my love, you always have it because you’ve 
always been mine,” he says. 


“Awww,” | say reaching my hand back behind me and 
finding his head, before | turn my neck sideways so he can 
kiss me. 


“It’s just official now.” 


“Official or unofficial I’m just glad I’m yours and your mine. 
End of story.” 


“This isn’t the end, baby. This is only the beginning.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Autumn 
| wake up in the morning to the sun coming in through the 
curtains and see that beautiful Golden Gate Bridge. But my 
eyes quickly focus from out the window to right next to the 
bed. 


There he is, sitting in a simple chair right next to the bed 
watching me sleep. 


“Were you watching me?” 

“For about fifteen minutes. | just woke up. Did anyone ever 
tell you you’re beautiful when you sleep by the way? So 
peaceful.” 

“No one’s ever seen me sleep but you, silly You know that.” 


“And no one besides me ever will.” 


He leans forward from the chair and his knee finds the floor 
and there’s a small black box just inches from my face. 


| quickly come up on my elbows and furiously rub my eyes 
as he pops open the box to reveal a beautiful engagement 
ring. 


“Oh my,” | say. 


“Beautiful, this was my mother’s. She was the first, and 
only, woman who meant everything to me. But that was 


when I was a boy. This ring was recovered after what 
happened and it’s the one thing I’ve always held on to and 
cherished, as it’s my memory of her But as much as I value 
those memories | see this ring as more of a symbol of the 
one woman who means the most to me in this world, and 
there’s no one who deserves that title like you do. And | 
want you to wear it, to have it, not only as a symbol of my 
love for you, but as a reminder of your love for me. Not that 
either of us will need it, because we’re going to be together 
each and every day, trying to make each day even more jaw 
dropping than the day before it. And believe me, each day 
is going to be jaw dropping. So! want to set the stakes high 
here. | want this ring to be my promise to you that I’m going 
to treat every day like it’s our last and love you with that 
same tenacity. You’re mine now and I’m all in... all in on 
showing you just how much you mean to me every second of 
every day. And you took my breath away the first second | 
Saw you, and now all | ask is you give me that one second 
back, but in that one second you give back to me use it to 
give me everything. Use it to say ‘yes.’ Will you marry me?” 


I’ve never heard something more beautiful in my life and the 
fact that | could see he was simply speaking from his heart 
and he hadn’t prepared any of it made it all the more 
special. 


My hands reach out for him as I pull his face into mine 
kissing him hard. 


“Yes,” | say softly “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 
He carefully removes the ring from the box and slides it on 


my finger A perfect fit. It was meant to be, just as we were 
all along. 


For the rest of the morning we make slow, gentle, tender 
love as we look into each other’s eyes. 


And he was right. He set the stakes high last night and he’s 
already exceeding them today. 


But | almost have to laugh when | realize we left the 
restaurant after midnight and this is technically all still 
today. 


So yeah, he’s set the stakes really high today. 
And the best part is | can’t wait to see what tomorrow 


brings...and the day after...and the day after...and the day 
after... 


EPILOGUE 


Connor 

Five years later 
“Daddy,” my four-year-old son Cooper says. 
“Yes, buddy.” 
“Why are you and mommy always together?” 
“Because we're best friends.” 
| look down in time to see him squint as | walk with him 
through the park hand in hand. We've got a loaf of bread 
and we’re on a mission to find some ducks this morning. 
“But in school yesterday,” he begins referring to his 
preschool, “Miss Schultz said that when two people get 


married they’re more than just friends.” 


“Well. Miss Schultz is right. Mommy and | are best friends, 
but we’re not ‘just friends’ either.” 


“What does that mean?” he says with a confused look. 
“That means we also love each other and we wanted you to 
join us. We wanted a family together You’re part of our 


family.” 


“Is that why we're having Summer?” 


“Yes. Exactly Summer will be the next addition to our 
family.” 


“What’s addition?” 


“Part. Member. She’ll make our family go from three to four. 
We'll be adding one. That’s what addition means...to add.” 


| watch as he furrows his brow and adds the word to his 
vocabulary databank for future use. 


And l'Il be the first to hear it too because Autumn and I have 
decided to homeschool him. As much as we were all for him 
being in preschool and interacting and socializing with other 
kids, we think the best decision now is to raise him under 
our own guidance. We watched how his days at preschool 
went compared to how he is at home and we see way more 
benefits to being the ones in his life who teach him. There 
are certainly benefits to a school, but a personalized 
education, in line with standards of course, is just something 
we feel strongly about. And we've read a lot of studies and 
talked to some parents who are also homeschooling and 
everything seems so positive about it. At least it’s worth a 
shot. 


And we really love this every day together thing we’ve got 
going on and we want the kids to be a part of it too. Plus 
nobody cares more about our kids’ education than we do. 


And with a second one on the way, and me working more 
desk shifts it only makes more sense. 


Plus there’s always the option that | start a security firm at 
some point soon and free up even more time. I’ve got 
enough contacts at the station now that | know | could get a 
couple of the older guys who are nearing retirement to work 


with me. They’re mostly just looking for something less 
dangerous than real police work, but something that keeps 
them active. Security work is perfect for that. And those 
guys would be beating down my door for shifts, which 
means even more free time for me. 


The decision is getting even more obvious by the day. It’s 
time to pull the trigger, just like Autumn did five years ago 
when she finally made a move and told me how she really 
felt about me. 


“I think I’m going to love Summer,” Cooper says as if he’s 
been giving it some real serious thought these last few 
seconds. 

“Of course you will, little man. She’s your sister. Not only 
will you love her, but you'll protect her and look out for her 
too.” 


“| will?” 


“Yeah. Don’t worry. l'Il show you how it’s done. I’m an 
expert.” 


“Okay. Thanks, dad,” he says and | feel the grip from his 
little hand tighten in mine as he realizes everything is going 
to be okay. 

He starts to skip and then he stops. 


| know the look he’s giving me. He’s having a thought. His 
mind is doing some mental math. Some addition. 


“Daddy?” 


“Yes, son.” | can’t wait to hear this. 


“| get to be at school at home soon right?” 
“You sure will. Are you excited about it?” 


“Yeah! But will | get to meet other kids? Will I get to havea 
best friend?” 


“Of course buddy. You'll still play little league baseball and 
go to the park and walk the dog and have a lot of time to 
meet other kids your age.” 


“Okay, good,” he says as if the problem on his mind has 
been quickly resolved. 


“Why were you worried about that?” 


“Because | want to have a best friend like you and mommy. 
And | want you to show me how to protect her and make 
sure she’s always safe and happy.” 


“You will, buddy. In time.” 


“| should start planning now,” he says. “You say it’s always 
good to be a man with a plan.” 


| try not to laugh, as | do like the idea of him planning 
things, but this is over the top...especially for his age...even 
though he is our “little man.” 


| smile and rub his blonde hair with my hand. 


“That’s one thing we don’t need to plan out right now, 
amigo!” I say. “But you can keep your eyes open. You're 
going to meet a lot of nice kids this year, and the next, and 
the one after, and after..” 


“What’s amigo?” 


“That’s Spanish for friend, but let’s make up another word 
that rhymes with it, okay?” 


a O Kay. LAA 
“Ready?” 
“Ready!” 


“Okay, my word is...” | watch as he hangs on to my last 
syllable waiting to learn another word. “...wego!” 


“What’s... wego?” 


“It’s a word | made up for we and go, or we could add 
another word and make it ‘wegonnago’...as in we gonna go 
over there and feed those ducks! 


His head snaps around and the minute he sees them his 
hand breaks free of mine and he’s tearing across the grass of 
the park making a beeline for the pond. 


“Slow or you'll scare them!” | yell, but it’s no use. 


But he does have a plan as he circles a group of them and 
slowly moves closer The little guy’s a planner. | like it. 


But if I’ve learned one thing in life it’s that you only really 
need one plan. One real good one. And it’s probably the 
same for all of us men out there. 


Just find that one woman, that woman you can’t live without, 
and grab a hold of her with everything you’ve got and make 


her yours. 


And make sure she knows that she’s yours by showing her 
every minute of every day. 


And then everything just falls right into place. 


I’m living proof Yeah, it took me a while to figure it out, but 
guys are slow to develop. 


But once she gave me alittle nudge, okay a big nudge, 
things fell right into place. 


And we've been best friends ever since. 
And that’s the reason we'll never be “just friends” again. 
Because she’s my everything. 


My best friend. My wife. The mother to my child and soon 
to be children. 


And she’s mine all mine. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 
Built 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 
Book 8: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 9: 
Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Worldly 
Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 
Book 25: 

Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Cocky CFO 

Fireman's Filthy 4th 

Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 

Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 

Greek God 

Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 
Mountain Man 

SEAL’s Justice 


Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEAL’s Saving_Grace 





Book 46: 


Book 47: 
Book 48: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Nanny 
Cowboy's Babysitter 








Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 
Book 52: 

Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Steamy 

Brother’s Best Friend 
Possessive Professor 
Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward's Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 





Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 
Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 
Book 68: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 
Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 
Lovers’s Enemy 
Cop’s Best Friend 


NEWSLETTER 


Be the first to know when new books are available. 


Get the occasional freebie. 


Join my mailing list by clicking on the link below... 


Click here 0 Get on the list 


